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Second Coming 


Author's Notes: 

Events in this Blasphemous Tale are REAL . the people are not, except for ONE of them . and YOU get to 

guess who, but | ain't telling. The knife is real. I've got it in my pocket right now. The Cathedral is an actual 
historical structure. The whiskey is real. The recipes for removing stains are ALL verified by hundreds of 
years of old wives' lore .. Cheesy Poofs may be the most real thing of all. 


Manchester Cathedral was awash in the joyous ringing of the bells . the gathered friends, family, and 
members of the community were on their feet. The wedding had been lovely right up until the recessional. 
Pachelbel's Canon was echoing up and down the sanctuary's high vaulted ceiling and arches .. when the groom, 
Giles Simpson, stumbled sideways, then vomited spectacularly in the baptisery, tainting the holy water with 
whisky, froth, bile, and half-digested cheesy-poofs. He then burped loudly and collapsed. An empty pint bottle 
clinked out of the inside pocket of his tuxedo, and elders of the church and members of his family moved in to 
convey him somewhere less embarrassing than flat on the sanctuary's polished stone floor. The new bride 


followed, eyes downcast, the bouquet held in a tight fist. 


Liam speculated aloud from amid the onlookers in the pews . "Hung over." 


Noel, standing next to his brother, corrected .. "He's way too drunk to be hung over. He's overdosing on hair 
o'the dog. We did our duty as friends of the groom last night, didn't we? If he'd stopped drinking when he got 
dressed this morning .. well . he'd be hung over now, wouldn't he .. instead of out cold on the cold stones." Noel 
smirked and casually reached into his own grey tailcoat and took out his own matching pint bottle of Johnny 
Walker . this bottle still mostly full. Tipping it back, he had a fine large swig, then pointed as their friend was 
helped away [mostly dragged] toward the Chapter House on the far side of the sanctuary. "There's a 
cautionary tale for YOU, Liam .. A man needs to pace himself ... and you need to be able to hold your shit” 


"I can hold my shit," Liam grumbled .. then flicked a finger at the bit of dried . "something" . that was on the 
brown velvet of his lapel. His lime green tailcoat was still dashing, albeit a bit garish, despite the evidence of 
gastric rebellion from a few hours before. It had been a hell of a bachelor party . and he was still standing. 
Any time Liam was standing was an occasion of triumph. He decided he didn't need a lecture, even though he 


knew it was over. He wandered off into the crowd, following the spectacle. 


Noel remained in his pew and took another swig before venturing into the throng . currents and eddies of 
guests and family dispersing toward exits or moving to see or comment with others on the wedding's 
unscripted developments. Noel's pursed lips betrayed the slight amusement over this sudden up-welling of 
gossip and judgement in the house built to revere the man who said, "Judge Not." 


There were Bridesmaids in various orbits . and other birds clearly dressed to entice. He took inventory 
casually, answering the question that cycled through one part of his brain in the presence of such displays . 
"Yeah ... yeah ... HELL yeah .. fuck no .." There were a lot of nice legs, and shorter skirts than one Usually saw 
at church. Nothing to do about that now . not really until during and/or after the reception, so he changed his 
own course and headed in the same direction as the knot of the most curious, and the most dedicated gossips. 


Liam had been headed this way too. Noel wondered which category his brother fit into. 


The Bride had been one of Liam's many exes, and their mate Giles had been with them since they were kids in 
the neighborhood . a lousy drummer but a decent bass player if the song wasn't too demanding. Noel had 
planned some of the previous night's Bachelor party and pitched in heavy for booze and food, and an SUV full 
of "entertainers" from Liverpool. Giles had stood up at the party, already swaying to the music and the 
whiskey, and declared to all present; "Noel Gall'Lager is the best man | know. He'd be my best man tomorrow if 


he hadn't said no. Brothers . friends . strippers | drink to Noel, The Duke of Manchester." 


Noel smiled as he threaded his way among the currents .. thinking of the powers with which he might be 
imbued as Duke. 


As he neared a place among the high stone columns where he could see into the Chapter House, his mate still 
out cold on a table in there, a brigade of matrons of varying shapes, (few if any of them agreeable shapes) 
came steaming up from the back sections of the church with soda water and assorted other wives’ tales 
worth of fabric cures for every stain known to man. Each was spouting their fabric and stain lore even as 
every other matron ignored her in favor of their own handed-down gospel. The crossfire that the groom was 


about to (apparently) remain blissfully unconscious for was something Noel had no desire to witness or even 


be near. He turned his head and caught sight, back the direction the matrons had come, of the green tailcoat 
and the Bride's white dress disappearing around the corner at the very end of the south aisle. Eager to put 
distance between himself and the "stain-fighters," . Noel strolled quietly after his brother and the Bride. 


Before he got to the corner where they had turned, he dodged through a short-cut . crossing into the choir 

pews before the High Altar. There he sat down like he belonged there. Sure enough, a moment later Liam came 
along with the Bride held by the hand. Noel had an idea just where his brother was leading her. He sat still and 
watched through the screen of ornate woodwork that separated the choir space from the North aisle and the 


Regimental Chapel beyond. 


Liam led her around to the steps that led up into the Regimental Chapel .. one full of plaques of gold and brass, 
commemorating all the Manchester blokes in History who had gotten themselves blown up or shot or stabbed 
for His or Her respective Majesties in one place far from home or another. Noel used to refer to it as "The 

Rube's Gallery." He also called it, "The Sucker's Chapel" but he had more than one reason for that. Liam led her 


to a narrow space between two of these heavy wooden cases full of medals and prayers .. and disappeared. 


Noel smiled .. and weighed his options. He could leave well enough alone and let his brother have one more whirl 
with his old ex-girl .. OR .. he could go interrupt . as a responsible brother might who doesn't want his 
impressionable sibling getting led astray by a new young wife all ready to flaunt her vows .. OR .. he could go 
interrupt . as a stand up guy might who was asked by her new husband to be best man and declared him 
Duke of Manchester .. .. .. Yes. It seemed to Noel that there were Privileges owed the Duke of Manchester 
that he needed to afford himself. 


It took only moments for Noel to arrive at the spot where the two had vanished, a drape between the wooden 
cases hid a narrow space that led down a short few stairs to a door, still ajar. Noel remembered finding the 
room himself when he was a boy . the Bellows Room . where the workings were that blew the air that ran 
the big pipe organ in the sanctuary. It also, Noel had learned from various places (including Liam) was where 
the Priest sometimes took altar boys "to admire the blowing machine." Noel was asked there once .. he pulled a 


knife on the Priest and never got another invite. 


Slipping through the door, Noel saw Liam standing with his back to the door .. and behind him was what's her 
name on her knees with her white dress puffed around her. The music and bells from the sanctuary above 
were more distant here, but the ka-thunking of the bellows masked any sound of Noel's approach. He startled 
them both as he smiled and shouldered Liam aside. 


"Mind if | cut in?" Noel said, noticing Liam's dick was out of his trousers, and hard, but not even wet yet. 


Liam sputtered, "Wha'th'Fuck are you doing here? Ain't there enough up there for you, ya gotta horn in on 


mine?" 


"Ah . but Sandy here ISN'T yours, is she? ." Noel said, bitch-slapping Liam and unzipping his own grey slacks, 
letting out his own stiffening cock in front of the pretty girl on her knees. 


"IFs Sally." she meekly attempted to interrupt, but Noel continued. 
". And it seems to me SHE used to be yours, Liam .. but you weren't good enough to keep her, were you?" 


At that, Liam came at Noel with a clenched fist, but Noel backhanded him across the mouth, busting his lip 
and making him drop to his knees beside the girl. 


"You see what happens? . | can't take you anywhere," Noel said .. Liam just glared at his brother with his dick 
stupidly out, the young woman now looking at Noel's cock coming to full hardness, jutting out toward her. 


"Actually," she interjected again, "Liam kicked me out of bed for not sucking his cock after he had put it up my 


bum. 


"That was very virtuous of you, my dear," Noel said indulgently as he took the half-step closer, taking hold of 


her hair and bridal veil and guiding her mouth onto his waiting cock. 


She gave head with some energy and skill, Noel keeping a hand on her head to guide her pace. He reached into 
his tail-coat with his free hand and pulled out his phone .. holding it down to take a few action closeups of the 
Bride's red lips wrapped around his shaft. She seemed not to notice, now making crooning noises, as if she was 
tasting her first strawberry-chocolate cheesecake. Her moans of delight continued until Noel used his grip on 
her hair and veil to pull her off his cock, and he spurted hot and hard in her face, spattered across her 
parted lips, and then, pulling her head back . came in five long spurts on her neck and tits. The come running 


down her neck coated the necklace of actual pearls she was wearing. 


"Mmmm .. That IS primo nuk nuk! .. and you don't see THAT every day," Noel said approving, ". a pearl necklace 


on a pearl necklace." 


The young bride, catching her breath, reacted with unexpected distress. "Ohh . those are my Grandmother's 


pearls." 


"Don't fret. We can take care of that," Noel comforted. "Liam .. while you're down there, lean over and lick that 
jizm of her grandmother's pearls." Liam, scowling and tonguing his split lip, now glared up at his brother and 
was about to object, but Noel raised his hand threatening. "Dammit, Liam .. can't you for ONCE think of 
someone other than yourself. Help the girl on her wedding day.’ 


Liam flinched away from the threatened slap . then grudgingly shuffled closer on his knees to clean the girl's 
neck, tits, and jewelry. Noel could see the effect of his brother's tongue .. continuing to excite her. He decided 
to put her parted lips back to work. 


"While he's cleaning you, Sandy . how about you clean the come off my head and shaft.” 


"IFs Sall." she tried to correct again, before he plugged her mouth with his still erect cock. Liam was busy 
cleaning up his last eruption . and now the action of the young Bride's mouth had Noel feeling dirty again, but 


he wasn't likely to get off as quickly as he did the first time. Minutes passed, and in spite of Noel's guiding grip 
in the Bride's hair and veil . he felt her starting to falter. 


She came up for air and opined breathlessly, "Sorry, Sir . My jaws are startin’ ta cramp." 
Noel was not about to let compassion leave him hanging. "Liam!" he snapped, "Make yourself useful." 


He caught hold of Liam's hair to guide his brother's mouth to his wet, hot member . the spit string still 
running from his tip to the Bride's lower lip. 


"Fuck That . |" Liam tried to object, but Noel's hand released Liam's hair and slapped him across the bloody lip 
as fast as a chord change and was holding him hard by the hair again, and Liam obeyed with an even more 
shocked than usual expression. Noel pressed the girl down to nuzzle and lick his balls while his brother took 
things head-on. 


A little earlier, Noel had noticed a momentary increase in the amount of music coming from upstairs, and 
guessed someone else had opened the door and joined them in the bellows room. Finally looking over his 


shoulder, he saw Father Lonigan watching from a distance. Noel smiled. "The show is festival seating .. General 


Admission You don't have to lurk back there in the nose-bleeds, Father." 
Noel grinned down at his brother. "Look who it is, Liam . Your old pal Father Long-one .. It's your turn, Father." 


Father Lonigan stepped down to the lower end of the bellows room with a leering smile, licking his lips and 
parting his vestments to let his long pail penis out (as suspected, he did weddings without underwear on). 


Seeing the Priest's lecherous expression and his dick out, Noel's hand shot out again to bitch-slap him across 
the mouth .. bloodying his lip to match Liam's. "Take that look from off your face, Father." Noel grabbed him 
by his grey mutton-chop and (using his surprise and imbalance to help) placed the Priest on his knees beside 
Liam. "| SAID its your Turn. According to my brother here, you OWE House Gallagher some lip-service. Doesn't 


the church teach us ‘tis more blessed to give than receive?" 

lm not sucking your cock, Noel," Father Lonigan said, flustered but adamant. 

‘Ohhh? Do ya think I'm offering you the chance to debate about it?" Noel looked amused (as he often did) .. 
"The last time you and | were in this room together, Father, you tried to debate with ME about whether or 
not | was going to suck YOUR cock. Now, do ya remember how that worked out for you?" 

The Priest clearly remembered and answered, "You pulled a knife and offered to stab me instead." 


"That's right," Noel beamed. "Liam . what did | teach you about that?" 


Liam, who was lighting a cigarette during this break from sucking his brother's dick, thought for a moment. 


"You said if | didn't want to suck dick, never come to church without a knife." 


“That's right." Noel said encouragingly, as if he was teaching a life-skills class. "Now Liam .. did you bring a knife 
with you Today?" 


Liam frowned .. "No." 

Noel grinned, "And WHERE are you?" 

"On m' knees sucking dick" he answered. 

"THAT'S RIGHT!" Noel exclaimed, reaching into his back pocket with his left hand and pulling out a long 
switchblade. There was a .'shniktt sound and the blade flashed out bright and threatening. "Now .. Father .. did 
YOU bring a knife to church today?" 

Father Lonigan paused, looking at the very pointy, daggery point of Noel's knife. "No," he confessed. 

"And WHERE are you?" Noel said, making a little flourish with the knife, as if to encourage him to answer. 
The Priest opened his mouth to answer, and Noel grabbed his bad comb-over with his right hand and plugged 
his mouth with his cock. During all of this, the Bride never stopped licking his balls. Noel folded his knife up 
with one hand and slipped it back in his pocket . then took out his phone and held it out to capture more 
images of this heart-warming wedding day scene. 

Liam was pinned between Priest and Bride, so he remained on his knees with his dick still out, smoking his 
cigarette. The bellows continued to ‘ka-thunk ka-thunk' but the Pachalbel's Canon had ended. There was a brief 
pause, then the organist up in the sanctuary started playing something else familiar . Noel and Liam's ears 
pricked up like dogs to the sound of meat hitting the floor. 

"In-A-Gadda-Da-Vidal" Noel smiled. 


"Good times," Liam nodded .. taking a long drag on his fag. 


Noel pulled the Priest off his dick . "You know, Father .. You really aren't very good. You get down and suck 


Liam's dick, and I'll have him finish up here." 

"Fuck you, Noell" Liam burst out. 

"No .. l'm saving that for a couple o' Bride's Maids at the reception later, but thanks. No . You've got the most 
experience, so get up here, Cocksucker." Noel shoved the Priest down and put his foot in the middle of his back 


to hold him down to suck Liam's dick. 


Liam objected, "I came down here to get MY dick sucked, not to blow YOU!" 


The Priest spoke up from down on the floor, "If Liam is rebelling, | think I'd rather throw in with him, thank 
you." 


"Shut the fuck up, Father. Nobody asked you." Noel said, stepping down harder on him. "Get your dick in the 


dirt and that cock in your mouth before | get cross .. You Too, Liam." 
Liam hesitated. "Put your phone away first.” 


Noel slapped him again. "Maybe you'd like me to push this button and upload the video | already have to the 


internet? ... | know Father Long-one is eager to be famous too." 


Liam and the Priest shut up and performed their assigned duties. Sally was still steadfastly licking Noel's sack, 


and now swirling her tongue around his base as Liam's lips pressed down around his shaft. 


'In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida" was nearing the part where the legendary drum solo was to begin when Noel erupted 
hard, spurting in his brother's mouth . and then pulsing hot jism in his face and all down his black and silver 
silk necktie. 


Letting out a deep groan of pleasure, Noel put his phone away and watched the Bride finish cleaning him. "Thank 
you for your steady service, Sally dear," he said, "You'll make someone a fine wife one day" Noel put his 
cleaned cock back in his trousers and closed his fly .. then offered the young lass his arm to help her up. 
"Shall we go see if the village elders have managed to get your husband erect by now." Noel paused 
thoughtfully, then added," .. . You're name's Sally Simpson now. Where have | heard that name before?" 


Liam, still looking with dismay at the splatters of come soaking into his necktie, interjected, "What about ME?" 


Noel shrugged and tossed Liam the knife. "If the Father can't get you off THAT way .. fuck him in the ass. You 
do deserve pay-back from this Holy House ... and have one of the misshapen matrons have a go at your tie . 


lm sure there's a quick fix for sperm on silk" 


With that Noel led the blushing young bride up and out of the secret room, and into the brilliant light of the 
sanctuary, bathed in sunlight filtered through stained glass. All eyes turned toward them, as if to behold The 
Second Coming of Noel, The Duke of Manchester. 


Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 
Contains colorful language deemed ungenerous by some about some . . Features more local color from the City 
of Manchester .. all of the bars are real .. the regulars are fictional .. the knives are still real .. no cheesy 


poofs .. just one poof this time .. how "real" he is remains a matter of opinion 


Epilogue: 


Liam was in a vile humor . even for HIM. The reception at the Manchester Hilton had NOT been the cornucopia 
of pussy and adulation that he felt he deserved. The whole night was a bucket of shit. Noel was cheered and 
fawned over by all present, and he went off with two bridesmaids DURING the reception [at the same fucking 
time] .. and still came back to swipe the third off to a hotel room! 


"Fucker fucked the whole damn wedding party!" Liam spat as he strode through the streets of Manchester, 
headed to his preferred pub for this kind of mood, a bar called The Temple which had been converted from an 
old underground public restroom. His gait was even and straight . the lines at the pay bar in the reception 


having been long, so he wasn't as drunk as he felt he deserved either. 


His efforts to get bridesmaids to service him had been a total bust. He suspected the Bride had warned them 
to check his dick for the smell of Priest butthole . and . 


"GOD DAMMIT !!" he shouted .. [not as drunk as he felt he deserved was NOT to say, by any means, that he 


was sober] 


As Liam neared the Peveril on Bridgewater Street, it was starting to rain He decided to duck in there, rather 
than get soaked on the remaining blocks between here and The Temple. Besides . he was remembering having 
gotten his ass pretty definitely kicked at The Temple last time he was there . some pierced blokes with 
bleached mohawks had made themselves regulars. The Peveril on the Peak would do. He'd been there before. He 


decided to make a grand entrance. 


In his minds eye, Liam envisioned his stepping through the door like a hero returning from long and epic 
adventures abroad. He would pull out the switchblade knife from his green tailcoat's inside pocket [the one Noel 
had loaned him]. He would click it open, and throw it at the dartboard on the far side of the pub .. where it 
would strike the bulls-eye dead-center with a resounding "ThoK" . and all eyes would turn to see the brilliant 


marksman who'd just graced them with his presence! 


Liam stepped through the door . a bell overhead jingled. The room was not packed .. a third of the bar-stools 
were empty, and only two tables taken. No one was playing darts, but the pool table was busy. Liam spirited 
the switchblade from inside his coat, clicked open the blade, and made his epic throw with supreme confidence 


Three people happened to be watching, as the knife flew end over end through the pub . whizzed between the 
two people playing eight-ball at the green felt table . and hit the wall beside the dart-board, where the blade 
snapped off, and the parts of the knife fell to the floor with a rattle. 


"What the fuck!" one of the billiard players exclaimed, clearly irritated. 
The bartender spoke up. “Alright lad .. why are you bursting in here and destroying a perfectly good knife in 
our peaceful house of liquid refreshment?" All eyes were on Liam, as he stood just inside the door, in danger 


of looking like a stooge. 


"You're looking at a hero, Ladies and Gentlemen!" Liam boasted. "This very evening, | fucked The Manchester 
Molester!" 


No one cheered .. there was a space for three heart-beats .. and then the Bartender [accustomed to being 


spokesman as a matter of propriety] responded .. "You WHAT?" 
Liam struck a pose with arms outstretched, "I FUCKED the Manchester Molester .. .. you know .. the one who 
used to molest the children of the community." He approached the bar and put fifty quid down "Double gin, and 


keep em comin." 


"Why did you fuck him?" one of the patrons at the bar asked, seeming to want a human motive that was 


eluding him. 

"| did it for the sake of the community .. a menace getting a little cum-uppancel" Liam beamed. 

The Bartender broke in, speaking to the regulars . "He's a faggot. | think he must have thought he was up past 
Princess Street, and that WE were one of THOSE bars." He looked Liam up and down, the green tail coat and 
brown velvet lapels were a dead giveaway. You were looking for "Via Manchester" or that "Vanilla" Lesbo place, 
weren't you?" 


"No!" Liam insisted. "| am NOT a faggot!" The people in the pub looked at his indignant posturing, puzzled. 


"Well," said one sweet old lady at the bar with a tall beer, "If you're not a poof . then why are you fucking a 


man in .. | presume you mean you fucked him in his anus?" 
Liam said dramatically, "Well . the old bastard had it coming, Didn't He? ... A bit o' Payback!" 
"Ohhh .. so YOU were one of his former victims, havin’ a go at ‘im to even the score?" another patron offered. 


"| still think he's a faggot," the Bartender said . though he did place the double-gin on the bar in front of Liam 
finally. 


‘lm NOT a faggot! . I'm NOT!" Liam said angry and upset, and sounding more effeminate by the second. He 
scooped up his drink and downed half of it, spilling some down his chin and onto his stained black and silver silk 


tie. "| WAS molested by the Manchester Molester when | was a boy." 


"Say .. aren't you NOEL GALLAGHER‘'S little brother?" The bartender put the white bar-towel over his 


shoulder, recognition dawning on his face. 
"That's Right," Liam said, seeming glad he was finally going to be treated as the celebrity he was. 


The Bartender frowned . "Well if you're Noel's brother . then we KNOW you must have WANTED to be 


molested . and you are just out raping an old molester at knife-point for your own faggoty reasons." 
"WHAT?!" . Liam was in disbelief. 


Everyone looked at him ... and the Bartender asked what was on all of their minds. "Everyone in this town 


knows Noel .. and he told us ALL . If you didn't want to get molested? ... ?" 
All the bar patrons AND the Bartender reached into their pockets at once, and pulled out their knives. 
He pointed at Liam with his knife . "Out you get, you Rapey Faggot . wash your dick . and mend your ways." 


Now Liam's night was a complete bucket of shit. Why did Noel have to be so GOOD at everything? 


